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THE TERRACED MARINE DINING ROOM of the Edgewater 
Beach Hotel on Chicago’s famous "Gold Coast.” Those who dine 
on tempting foods ... at leisure ... with music . .. and gay companion¬ 
ship ... also appreciate Camels for their aid to digestion. Camels 
make food taste better—help you to enjoy it more. "Good times and 
good tobacco go together,” says Fred, 
maitre d’hotel of the Marine Dining 
Room, favorite rendezvous of Chicago’s 
exclusive set. “Here, where fine foods are 
prepared and served for those who like 
the best—so many of our guests smoke 
Camels. They arc immensely popular.” 
smdt 
Camels are made from 
finer, MORE EXPENSIVE 
TOBACCOS -Turkish 
and Domestic — than any 
other popular brand. 
Smoking Camels assists digestion to proceed normally 
and promotes well-being and good feeling 
We live in high gear! All too often the rush and tension 
play havoc with nerves and the digestive system. How can 
one offset the effects of modern living—that’s the problem! 
Here is an interesting, established fact: Smoking Camels has 
been found a definite benefit in promoting natural digestive action. 
Camels are supremely mild — never get on the nerves. 
Enjoy Camels as much as you like...for their good cheer 
and "lift”...for their rare and delicate flavor! Smoke Camel’s 
costlier tobaccos for digestion’s sake—they set you right! 
Copyright, 193G, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co., Winston-Salem, N. C. 
311 'lllyf *:& 
FEEDS THOU¬ 
SANDS. Miss Lenora 
Flinn, dietitian, says: "I 
smoke Camels. Smoking 
Camels during meals 
and after aids digestion.” 
"I EAT IN 30 minutes 
—and a riveter can’t be 
walking around with in¬ 
digestion,” says Harry 
Fisher."SmokingCameIs 
helps my digestion.” 
TAKE IT FROM J> 
Dear Ed: 
What is wrong with the 1936 spring, or is there 
something wrong with men? There is a very notice¬ 
able lack of campus romances. Maybe it is because 
it is leap year and the boys are timid, or is it that 
they are merely getting smart? 
But anyway, Fred Varney has finally accomplished 
what he has been trying to do for some time, pin his 
K. A. pin on Jane (not-so-dumb) Ebling. His new 
Oldsmobile perhaps might stop their squabbling. Kath¬ 
ryn Galle became acquainted with Joe Sander’s 
crooner, in the twinkling of an eye, and soon was 
tripping that light fantastic with him. And Scotty 
Madding is only one of the madding crowd that 
thinks Galle is away up there on top. 
Bob (Hot-Rod) Bullington brags that none of the 
girls in his home town will date him because he is 
so “doggoned fast.” But regardless of “rep” an off- 
campus high-schoolie has his pin. What is fast back 
home, may be only an also-ran here. George Allemang 
is objecting to those couple of dates Ed Carson has 
had with Pat Smith. Jeanne Butler and Selden Spen¬ 
cer are letting the love-dipped winds of romance blow 
smack into their young faces. A sure sign is when 
the girl drives around the boy’s car, as Sel is letting 
Jeanne do. 
Bill Klein’s Sig Ep pin is resting placidly on Mari¬ 
anne Wobus’ bosom. Evelyn Bissell seems to have 
changed her affections to an off-campus, John Russell. 
But then, of course, she is a sophomore. Instead of 
Steve Hopkins being with Margaret Close, Bill Bohn 
is now seen never far away. And that is Editor Bill 
Vaughan who chums around with Keturah Ann Davie, 
giving her arm an affectionate little squeeze now and 
then, the brazen lug. June Pentland is now swinging 
it with Dick Young and never seems to get dizzy. 
A change of pace with a short story. He is a 
junior here and one of the better looking men in his 
frat. His girl goes to high school and he has known 
her for years, pals with her brother, dines with her 
family, often; gets up early every morning to drive 
her to school when he might be sleeping late. In 
one of the usual fraternity discussions of women he 
took exception to the generally accepted premise that 
all women are selfish chiselers. His girl was true- 
blue. One of his brothers, one of the more egotistical 
homely ones, laid out five dollars that said he could 
date the girl, whom he hardly knew, without her tell¬ 
ing the friend a thing. Our hero eagerly took the 
bet, confident that even if she would date the heel 
she would tell him, of course. But she didn’t. She 
connived with the homely guy she hardly knew to 
doublecross the boy who had.faith in her. The big¬ 
gest thing isn’t that she busted one fellow’s belief, 
nor that she made herself and him the joke of a 
fraternity, but that this boy, unbeknownst to her, is 
the heir to $400,000 and he is the sensitive type who 
will not forget, even though he says nothing on the 
surface. 
Moral: Never take exception. 
Muriel Lovejoy and Sheldon Stock are engaged to 
go up the middle aisle this summer. Daryl Fox is also 
engaged to a Theta Xi. That shadow following Elfie 
Andrews belongs to Carleton Elliott. George Reich- 
ardt calls Ethel Jane Ellis every night at 6:45 and 
talks of sweet nothings for thirty minutes, regardless 
of whether he has just seen her or is going to that 
evening. Walter Funk and Sally Hollowed now see 
things differently. But Bill Halliday and Dorothy 
Wobus are still blind with that strange malady, love. 
Jack (Big Bad Mansie-Wansy) Hewitt went scatter- 
wheel because I said last month that he called Dottie 
Joslin regularly at 9130 p. m. Says Hewitt, it’s a 
story the Joslin made up, and “she is a perfect 
vacuum to me.” 
It looks as if Harry Deckert is slipping with Jukie 
Forgey, and Bob Lewis falling back in form. Almira 
Stoll and her “Allie” are pick-a-booing. The April 
9 leap year dance at Norwood is causing the boys 
to be doing the kowtowing. With Kampus King and 
all. In the full of spring I will have more to tell. 
RICKY. 
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Accent on Accessories 
suit, and it seems too, too silly not to wear it, you 
can make an entirely new costume by adding 
British tan shoes, hose, purse, gloves and possibly 
a kerchief. 
Next in importance, of course, is blue, which, 
as usual, is not only smart with blue, but with grey. 
And for those who do like to match their costumes, 
grey is again a prominent spring color. Black patent 
leather is again in the picture, particularly in 
sandals. This season, as always, patent shoes act as 
utility numbers in that they can be worn with any 
costume. Of course, you’ll want white shoes too— 
as white as you can get them for school and early 
vacation wear. All white, and white buck British 
calf trimmed shoes will be important all the way 
up from your flat heel saddle oxford for campus 
wear to your highest built-up leather heel types 
for spectator sports wear. 
Gene Penney and June Pentland 
Without doubt this is an accessory season. 
There will probably be a few more mild sunny 
days before you buy your new spring dress or Tai I - 
leur. But, if you are really smart, you will save 
your face with a new and peppy accessory color 
scheme. Please, not a monotonous matched en¬ 
semble, but rather, go in for combinations of dif¬ 
ferent colors; perhaps paired accessories—shoes 
and gloves of one shade, hat and purse of another. 
This season the mannish theme predominates 
in not only women’s suits and wearing apparel 
fashions, but in accessory fashions as well. This 
new mannish note is well displayed in the new 
British tan color that has hit the fashion-wise like 
a windstorm in March. This smart rich tan shade, 
particuarly in calf shoes, is being worn with suits 
of all colors. It is smart not only with brown 
clothing, but with grey and blue as well. Perhaps 
then, this season, if you have a last year’s blue Virginia Comstock and Bee Ferring 
CLOTHES FOR THE CO-ED 
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This season the heel and toe styles have changed, 
and now you must be “on the square.” These 
smart square toes in walking shoes are not only 
very new and smart, but also extremely com¬ 
fortable. This square toe idea is also carried over 
to the high heel type. These square heels and toes 
have a tendency to shorten our feet, and I know 
we all like that! 
In the illustration at the upper left, Miss Gene 
Penney wears with a coral red jersey dress, British 
tan and white buck gillie ties that are just right for 
school wear. Miss June Pentland is displaying 
brown and white oxford ties with a slightly higher 
heel. Her shoes are suitable for either school or 
sports wear. 
In the next illustration, Miss Virginia Comstock 
is sporting white buck oxfords with stiffened, 
slashed flaps. The shoes have brown leather heels 
and rubber soles; while Miss Bee Ferring wears 
with a blue crepe dress, blue gabardine strap 
shoes, trimmed in blue patent leather that is 
stitched with white; the heels are also of blue 
patent. 
Below, at the left, we see Miss Evelyn Bissell 
wearing British tan and white buck saddle ox¬ 
fords. Her shoes boast sensible rubber heels and 
soles for campus wear. Next to her, Miss Chris 
Siegmund wears with a yellow and brown tweed 
suit, the spectator sport pump in brown and white 
with brown leather heels. Miss Grace Gale, in a 
green and yellow spring ensemble, wisely chooses 
beige reversable calf strap pumps that are trimmed 
attractively with British tan calf, stitched with 
beige. 
To the lower right of the page, we see Miss 
Virginia Comstock wearing blue gabardine oxford 
ties to complement her bice afternoon dress. Her 
shoes illustrate the new square heel and toe 
mode, and besides that feature, also boast little 
white-piped eyelets for her shoe-strings. ..Grey 
“tweedy” linen in a two-eyelet strap tie fashions 
the smart shoes worn by Miss Betty Chapman. 
Hers are trimmed with navy blue kid, and she 
wears them with a grey tweed man-tailored suit. 
Miss Louise Kraus wears afternoon sandals in navy 
blue gabardine and patent leather to complement 
her blue jacket dress. Miss Kraus’ shoes are the 
T-strap type. 
For a bit later in the season we have colored 
and white lines shoes predicted; and I understand 
that in Florida resorts there is news regarding high 
colored pastel patent leather shoes. These, particu¬ 
larly in bright red, will appeal to the gypsy in all 
of us. We will also be seeing an array of marvel¬ 
ous colors that will be shown primarily in sandals 
that will show in our pink toes if we go 
stockingless. 
All shoes pictured on these pages were furnished 
by Swope’s “College Corner,” where they may be 
purchased. 
Evelyn Bissell, Chris Siegmund and Grace Gale Virginia Comstock, Betty Chapman and 
Louise Kraus 
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THE STAFF 
We Have With Us- 
QUAD CLUB, not only with us, but 
practically crawling all over us, 
front, back, and middle. CHARLES 
LORENZ, who edited the Quad¬ 
rangle pictures on the cover, de¬ 
serves a bouquet, especially for his 
snap of Irene Jennings, composer 
and champion horrible-face-maker. 
MARTYL comes through as usual 
with her sketches—there’s a snap of 
her in action on the cover. “First 
Seat On the Aisle” is written by 
one who knows, for CONNIE 
WIEDMANN is vice-president of 
the Club and one of its veteran 
troopers. 
ADOLPH K. SCHWARTZ, the Lib¬ 
erty Leaguer, who has been foment¬ 
ing all over our office for weeks. 
Adolph says if anybody (particu¬ 
larly the A. S. U., we fancy) thinks 
he evaded any issues, why he didn’t, 
see, and he gave us a whole extra 
page of League platform. It’s in 
our desk now, and anybody can see 
it who wants to. 
<tse3i 
THE COACH, Bill Vaughan’s new 
cartoon character. Bill likes him 
so well he did his picture half a 
dozen times. 
THE POETRY SOCIETY. We’ve 
been chased by wild-eyed poets 
ever since we told the St. Louis 
College Poets we’d run their mate¬ 
rial. Scads more from them next 
month. 
DOROTHY H. PFLAGER, who 
makes her first Eliot appearance. 
She is in English 10, has published 
professionally, and is now in the 
throes of a novel. “Wedding Bells,” 
in this issue, is not her first fling 
at child psychology. 
FRANCIS R. O’BRIEN, who did 
dialogues for Eliot as far back as 
the old eight-page issues. He won’t 
let us say whether “Initiation” is 
truth or fiction. 
Editor ...Ed Mead 
Managing Editor....Martyl Schweig 
Makeup Editors: 
Arleen Thyson and Bill Moore 
Promotion Manager: 
Carroll Neil Bowman 
Art Editor.'George Engelke 
Feature Editor.Dale Clover 
Copy Editor.Bud Edele 
Assistant Promotion Manager, 
Don Leonard 
Exchange Editor.Don Lorenz 
Editorial Staff: Bee Ferring, Jack 
Weaver, William Moore, Edith 
Greiderer, Jack Pickering. 
Art Staff: Charles Craver, Owen 
Heitmeyer, Bill Vaughan, Heb 
ene Callicotte, Guy Bramon. 
Photographic Staff: Charles Lorenz, 
Grant Russell, Alan Rubin. 
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ITALY FOR YOU 
IT'S THE FIRST 
PIPE MADE OF 
STEEL I EVER 
SAW 
MANY THANKS, RALPH. 
HAVE A FEW MORE 
METAL PIPES IN 
MY COLLECTION 
P 
THIS METAL PIPE COMES FROM 
BURMA. THE ASIATICS USE 
MUCH METAL WORK,IT'S 
T SURPRISING TO FIND 
PIPES MADE OF VARIOUS 
ORES- 
ADDS 
AN ODD PIPE TO 
HIS COLLECTION 
TAKE THIS CHINESE 
WATER-PIPE, FOR «j 
EXAMPLE _ A 
LOVELY THING OF I 
SILVER INLAID 
WITH ENAMEL Mm* 
-AND HERES A RATHER 
TRICKY JAPANESE PIPE, 
ALSO OF SILVER, BUT 
TRIMMED WITH IVORY j 
AND JADE _ J 




A MIGHTY HOT 
Smoke 
OPINIONS DIFFER 
ABOUT PIPES, BUT IT'S 
SMOKIN' PRINCE 
ALBERT REGULARLY 
THAT MAKES A PIPE 
ONE OF LIFE'S 
GREAT JOYS 
AND COMFORTS.1 
© 1936. R. J. Reynolds Tob. Co. 
THE BEST "BREAK" A PIPE CAN GET 
Pipe smokers who make pals out of 
their pipes agree that Prince Albert 
is the tobacco for breakin’ ’em in— 
and for forever after, too. P. A. is 
tobacco at its friendliest — cakes 
nicely in the bowl — smokes sweet 
and cool and satisfying. P. A. is 
"crimp cut” for slow burning—does 
not bite the tongue. The big red tin 
holds 50 pipefuls. You needn’t risk 
a cent trying this princely smoke. 
Just take advantage of our no-risk 
offer. And P. A. is swell "makin’s” 
for roll-your-own cigarettes. 
OUR OFFER TO PIPE SMOKERS 
“You must be pleased” 
Smoke 20 fragrant pipefuls cf Prince Albert. If you don’t find it 
the mellowest, tastiest pipe tobacco you ever smoked, return the 
pocket tin with the rest of the tobacco in it to us at any time with¬ 
in a month from this date, and we will refund full purchase price, 
plus postage. (Signed) R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co., V, inston-Salem, N. C. 
THE NATIONAL 
JOY S MOKE ! pipefuls of 
fragrant tobacco in every 
2-oz. tin of Prince Albert 
Boo on O’Neill 
We have always liked comedies 
and after seeing “Beyond the Hori- 
son” we are more fond of them than 
ever. The question in everyone’s 
mind is why the play was chosen. 
Maybe the spaghetti was flat or too 
salty or something. We suggest that 
Mr. Carson and the Thyrsus officers 
select the next play while eating- 
angel cake with whipped cream. 
Or perhaps it was tried because 
every actor wants to play tragedy. 
The cast has now decided, however, 
that comedy is a nobler art. They’re 
a game bunch though, and we hand 
them a big bouquet of buttercups 
for sticking with the sinking ship. 
Naturally they wanted to laugh too 
—those props would have gotten 
anybody — and it would have been 
very easy to have turned to de¬ 
liberate burlesque. But they were 
made of sterner stuff! They ignored 
the brickbats and carried on to the 
bitter end. 
So let’s be broadminded. Let’s 
forget the bad parts and remember 
the good. It’s all Mr. O’Neill’s 
fault anyway. He never should have 
written the darn play. 
Another One 
HE TOWERS 
T. S. Eliot’s “Murder in the Cathe¬ 
dral” to be presented in May by the 
St. Louis Chapter of the College 
Poetry Society of America, which 
has groups at Harvard, Northwest¬ 
ern, Southern California, and other 
large universities. The local poets 
were organized in December, 1934, by 
Betty Chappell and are under the 
sponsorship of Mr. Buchan. 
“Murder in the Cathedral,” which 
portrays the martyrdom of Thomas 
a Beckett, will be a colossal produc¬ 
tion. Jack Shaughnessy will play 
Thomas and the rest of the cast in¬ 
cludes such shining dramatic lights 
as Barney Ofner, Rey Bartling, 
Julius Nodel, Frank Casserly, Her¬ 
man Waldman, Bill Vaughan, Cru- 
vant Altman, Bill Smith, and Joe 
Limb. The Women’s Chorus, con¬ 
sisting of Rozene Johnson, Natalie 
Sacks, Mildred Newton, Helen 
Longmire, Jean Browning and Bliss 
McConnell, will be directed by Miss 
Ruth Duhme, who saw the original 
production of “Murder” at Canter¬ 
bury. The play will be presented in 
Graham Chapel. 
Bruised Bruins 
Though we fear by now it may 
have died the death, we hailed with 
joy the thing which has done more 
to pep up the campus than anything 
that’s happened in a coon’s age— 
the Veterans of Future Wars move¬ 
ment which was enthusiastically 
taken jOver by the lawyers and 
Student Lifers (the last named al¬ 
ways in need of something to fill 
space anyway), as well a? many 
more. 
In the beginning, the Washington 
chapter received official recognition 
from Princeton “National Head¬ 
quarters,” but now it seems that a 
breach has occurred between the 
two, for the mother chapter is de¬ 
manding that her offspring here at 
Washington kick in with twenty-five 
per cent of the money it took in 
and also charge dues of twenty-five 
cents. This does not meet with the 
approval of Commander Beowulf 
and his staff because the money 
they got, went for actual operating- 
expenses (buttons, cards, etc.) and 
the twenty-five cent dues idea means 
that they would have to try and get 
an additional fifteen cents from each 
member, including, of course, the 
Gold Star mothers. 
It seems that the boys at Princeton 
are taking the matter quite seriously. 
They have copyrighted everything. 
They have an extremly efficient pub¬ 
licity bureau and have even received 
contributions from some peculiar 
people throughout the country. They 
are now arranging for nothing less 
than the inclusion, in the Congres¬ 
sional Record at Washington, of their 
manifesto, demanding the bonus. 
Leaders at Princeton emphasize the 
fact that they are not a political 
party in any sense of the word. All 
they want is the bonus. Time alone 
will tell how far they’ll get, but our 
guess is they’d go further if they 
went political because then the con¬ 
gressmen could understand better 
what they’re trying to say. 
(Continued on Page 22) 
AND THE TOW 
Our next dramatic prospect is 
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APRIL CALENDAR 
Times and Places for the Better Things 
April 9-11—Gala Closing Concerts given by the 
Saint Louis Symphony Orchestra at the Municipal 
Auditorium. 
April 12—May 4—Exhibition of paintings to be in¬ 
cluded in the Rental Library of Paintings beginning 
next autumn at the Artists’ Guild. 
April 12—May 4—One-man watercolor show by 
Lucile Cowherd at the Artists’ Guild. 
April 16—Opening of Anton Chekov's “The Cherry 
Orchard” to run for twelve nights at the Little 
Theatre. 
April 17—John Tasker Howard in a lecture recital, 
“America in Music” at Concordia Seminary. 
April 18—Gallery Talk on the Special Exhibition, 
at 3:30 p.m., by Jessie B. Chamberlain at the Art 
Museum. 
April 22—Jaquelin Ambler on Picasso, 10:30 a.m. at 
the Art Museum. 
May 1—Guidi String Quartet at the Concordia 
Seminary. 
May 2—Gallery talk on Rome and Classic Art, 





On a cloud’s bosom; 
April wind 
Breathing 




Making their promises soft little lies. 
The night is alive with a tumult of feeling; 
All through the waiting air shadow-shapes dart, 
Crowding about me, insistent, appealing, 
Stirring my memory, haunting my heart; 
The night is alive with a vibrant awareness, 
Restless, intangible, thrilling the air, 
Blurred as the indistinct phantoms of springtime, 
Lifting their little ghost voices in prayer. 
Starlight and windsong and new leaves of April, 
Tumult of feeling and phantoms in flight, 
Why have you saddened the spring’s resurrection? 
Why do you torture the soul of the night? 
NO KISSES, BOY FRIEND, TILL YOU KILL 
THAT TOBACCO BREATH WITH A 
CRYST-O-MINT LIFE SAVER 




Said prominent newshawk, “I’ll win that 
there box of Life Savers or know the reason 
why, by cracky,” and he plunked down a 
whole raft of jokes, all illustrated by car¬ 
toons. (See page 17.) 
You too can win a cellophane-wrapped 
assortment of all the Life Saver flavors. 
One is offered each month by the manufac¬ 
turers for the best joke submitted by a 
student. Joke need not be illustrated. 
Contributions will be judged by the editors 
of Eliot, to whom entries are to be given, 
and the right to publish all jokes is reserved. 
★ 
How about that wisecrack you like to 
pull? Win a sweet prize with it. 
WASHINGTON UNIVERSITY ELIOT April, 1936 
WEDDING BELLS 
by DOROTHY H. PFLAGER 
ILLUSTRATED BY MARTYL SCHWEIG 
He talked a blue streak all down the aisle. 
jT was getting dark. Kathy, lying full length on the 
slanting cellar door, Rags asleep at her feet, 
watched the process with sharp amused eyes. It was, 
she thought to herself, like pulling a window shade 
down very slowly until there was just a slit of light 
left. The odd part always was that the narrower the 
slit, the brighter it always seemed, until it actually 
hurt your eyes before it went out at last quite 
suddenly. 
Without moving a muscle, she could see the barn, 
even this far away. Its great sloping silhouette looked 
more exciting and mysterious than ever in the sun¬ 
set’s after-glow. It didn’t matter a speck that it needed 
paint. Jim always was too fussy about things like 
that. There never would be anyhing as nice as the 
barn and Kathy knew it well. First of all, it was 
always dark, cool and enormous. Mother thought it 
was just a dirty old place that girls should keep out 
of, but in spite of the obvious smell of cows, pigeons, 
horses and chickens, there wasn’t any place where 
you could have more fun. Not honestly! Of course, 
it was full of spiders and she hated it when Jim made 
her collect them for him as he sometimes did, but 
Peter’s kittens were adorable, and so were the baby 
chickens. 
Besides that, there was the hay mound to play in 
and Colonel’s double box stall, now Colonel was gone, 
was the best hiding place of them all for White Men 
and Indians if she and Peeps were allowed to join 
the boys as they liked to. Peter’s room was fun, too, 
if he didn’t catch them monkeying around in it and get 
mad. But Grandfather’s old-fashioned carriage, always 
kept spick and span in case Mother wanted to sell 
it suddenly, was the very nicest thing there. How 
many times she and Peeps had hidden in it, all shades 
drawn tight, to whisper secrets by the hour! 
‘ Kathy felt as if she could see Peter now, as he milked 
the cows, so well she knew his every action. Bessy 
didn’t like Peter because he was afraid of her and 
Peter knew it. That was why he always milked her 
last, cajoling her absurdly with noisy sucking sounds 
and loud hind-end slaps that Bessy insisted upon 
recognizing rightly as fear rather than affection. 
Bessy was the smartest cow they’d ever have. The 
minute Peter stomped into the stall, spitting tobacco 
cockily and swinging the pail with authority, Bessy 
began to cut-up. It was too killing! Katherine began to 
grin to herself at the picture. 
“KATHERINE!” It was her mother’s voice. Kathy 
did not answer at once. She knew too well what was 
coming. “Katherine, dear, it’s time to take your bath 
now. We’ll have to hurry—they’re sending for us 
April, 1936 WASHINGTON UNIVERSITY ELIOT 9 
early.” Still she didn’t reply. “Kathy child, don’t 
fiddle now. COME RIGHT UP!” The voice was un¬ 
usually stern. Mother had been jumpy and nervous for 
weeks. 
“Aw, Mother!” Kathy kicked the slats of the cellar 
door with unexpected violence. “Rags” jumped up at 
this disturbance barking loudly in protest. 
“Katherine, I said to come right away.” Kathy 
slapped Rags sharply, and whistling to herself, started 
upstairs. 
Uncle Pug was getting married tonight. He was 
forty-two years old and it was a silly thing to do. 
Everyone said so and even mother knew it although 
she wouldn’t talk about it at all. He had lived with 
Jim and Mother and her for ten years, ever since 
Kathy was four years old. She didn’t know any 
other father but Uncle Pug and now he was going off 
to marry a little red-headed girl half his age. Men 
were awfully dumb. The older they got, the harder 
they fell, Jim said. Jim was eighteen himself—and 
in college now so he ought to 
know. Besides he’d been in love 
four times already. Really in 
love, that was. It was all a mess. 
The worst part of it was that 
if Jim went away again next fall 
to finish college as he said he 
was going to, Mother and she 
couldn’t stay on at The Gingo’s 
alone. It was impossible from 
every point of view—-especially 
financially, Cousin Bill, the fam¬ 
ily lawyer said. Margaret and 
Annie had plenty to do keeping 
the big house in order. They 
needed Peter for the garden and the furnace and the 
barn, and three servants for just mother and her was 
too extravagant. Especially if they were going to 
send her to private school next year! Kathy grimaced 
at the notion. She didn’t want to go to private school. 
She hated girls, all except Peeps. She liked everyone 
she knew at public school, even “Bugs,” the little 
colored boy who tagged everywhere behind her, and 
she didn’t even mind the Pickels who asked her 
how much money she had and where did she get it 
from if her father was dead? It would be horrid 
seeing nobody but girls and having only women 
teachers! 
“I’ve laid your things all out on the bed, dear— 
Call Margaret when you’re ready to dress and she’ll 
help you button up the back,” Mother, her mouth full 
of hairpins, called at her as she came out of the bath. 
Kathy sighed deeply. 
“I don’t want to go to the old wedding, Mother, do 
I HAVE to?” 
“Now, Kitty, we’ve gone into this before. You’re 
going and you’re going to have a good time. Uncle 
Pug would be heartbroken if you let him know you 
didn’t want to go; that you felt badly about it all. 
Promise me, like Mother’s best girl, you won’t fuss 
any more. When her mother spoke like that Kathy 
was licked and Kathy admitted it. 
“All right.” Her voice descended the scale dis- 
couragingly, but she managed to give her mother a 
sticky bear hug as she passed by on her way to the 
bathroom. Margaret had run the bath water for her, 
so she need only duck quickly and scrub briefly. Dress¬ 
ing, since Mother had laid out all her clothes, was 
equally simple. She looked at the array eagerly. 
Her new dress was simply beautiful. White lace— 
real white lace over yellow satin! It was long, too, al¬ 
most to her ankles. You just wouldn’t believe old 
Mrs. Callahan could have made anything so lovely 
of Mother’s old yellow evening gown and Grand¬ 
mother Tolliver’s lace shawl. 
Janie would be thrilled and Peeps 
bursting with envy. It was a 
shame they weren’t going to the 
wedding. Even the Roman 
striped sash that Uncle Charlie 
had brought her from Italy three 
years ago looked brand new with 
Margaret’s careful ironing. Aunt 
Amy had loaned her a real gold 
mesh evening bag and had also 
bought her a new taffeta moire 
hair ribbon to match the yellow 
sash. She was going to wear 
Mother’s gold necklace—the one 
with the real diamond in it, too, that Father had given 
her when they became engaged. It was the first time 
she’d ever been allowed to wear it. 
The greatest thrill of all, however, was the new 
black velvet evening coat—her very first and her very 
own, bought down town at Carson’s Store in the 
Misses Department. If only she didn’t have to wear 
her old flat heeled dancing pumps and could put her 
hair up, like Janie already did, then the wedding 
night might be fun! She’d look much better that 
way. She knew she would, but mother was as firm 
as a rock. She couldn’t have high heels or wear her 
hair up until she was sixteen. 
Oh, well, she sighed in resignation—at least she 
could still go belly-busting on the big hill with Bob 
and Jamie; she could play Barney in the Cowshed 
and go nutting with them, too, as long as she was 
still a tomboy. If she wore her hair up like Janie 
(Continued on Page 22) 
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FIRST SEAT ON THE AISLE 
by CONNIE WIEDMANN 
The Thick and the Thin of Quad Club’s 
Quarter Century History. 
F|THE existence of Quadrangle Club has not al¬ 
ways been all fame and glory. During the twenty- 
seven years since its origin it has achieved the heights 
of success, experienced the bitter struggle for exist¬ 
ence, and, within the last two years, staged a comeback 
of its former triumphs. 
Fannie Hurst started the organization back in 1909 
when she wrote a two-act senior class play, “The 
Official Chaperon,” a burlesque on school activities. 
Presented as a tent show with ten principals, including 
the author, thirteen chorus girls and eleven chorus 
men, this musical production, the first attempted at 
Washington University, faced calamity when parents 
and faculty refused to permit the chorus to wear 
ballet costumes. Finally dissuaded, they wore tarleton 
skirts (four inches off the stage floor.) 
The club, officially organized in 1910 for the sole 
purpose of presenting an annual play, written, staged 
and acted by Washington University men and women, 
took its name from the quadrangle in front of 
Cupples 1 where the canvas auditorium for the Hurst 
production was erected. 
Taking its place alongside the Triangle Club of 
Princeton, the Hasty Pudding Club of Harvard, and 
the Hare’s Foot Club of Wisconsin, membership in 
Quad Club consists of the officers and the cast of 
principals and chorus of each production. The of¬ 
ficers elected at the close of each season remain as a 
nucleus of the organization until the next year’s cast 
is chosen. 
“Quadrangle Town” written by Dr. Arthur Proetz, 
widely known St. Louis physician, and Hugh Ferris, 
N. Y. architect, was produced as the first official 
act of the newly organized club in 1910. Although 
the absence of Miss Hurst was keenly felt, Quad 
Club was started and a strong successful theatrical 
organization seemed the destined result. 
In 1914, Gustave Haenschen, now musical director 
of the National Broadcasting System, as student co¬ 
author, produced “Love Star,” one of Quad Club’s 
most successful productions. “Underneath a Japanese 
Moon,” the musical hit of the show, was later a 
featured number in the Ziegfield Follies of that year. 
The World War put a damper on the Club’s activi¬ 
ties and it went into decline until twelve years later 
when the Amphion Musical Society presented “Tame 
Oats.” The success of this show renewed the demand 
for student productions and prepared the way for re¬ 
habilitation of the old Quadrangle Club which then 
continued its successful career where it left off with 
presentation of “Rosita,” by Milton Monroe, Ted 
Williams, and Carleton Hadley. This production 
marks the start of the precedent of an annual Quad 
Club show. 
Hadley and Williams seem to have had a corner 
on the authorship of Quadrangle productions because 
“Ship Ahoy” in 1929 and “Si Si Senorita” in 1930 
were both their shows. And after “Princess Nita” 
authored by Edward Hartmann and presented as the 
1931 production, the Iiadley and Williams team re¬ 
turned with “Look Who’s Here” in 1932. 
These shows were all given at the American 
Theatre; but the 1932 production of “Look Who’s 
Here” was the last to be given on such a large scale. 
The depression hit Quad Club and the Finance Of¬ 
fice said there could be no more elaborate theatrical 
productions as Quadrangle had given in the past. 
It was in the fall of 1932 that the blow-up came 
which almost meant the death of Quad. Two plays 
were submitted that year—“French Class” by Robert 
Crutcher and Lillian Milder and “Three Cheers” by 
Hadley and Williams. The former was chosen by a 
representative committee because of less cost for 
production. There was a split within the Club over 
Ihe choice—some still insisted on “Three Cheers.” No 
compromise could be reached, so the dissenting officers 
were deposed, new ones elected and a new constitu¬ 
tion was drawn up. After this was settled, the Finance 
Board complicated matters by demanding $1000 guar¬ 
antee before they would pass the Club’s budget. As 
this was impossible, Art Moore, then president of the 
Club, announced automatic disbandment for the rest 
of the year with probable reorganization the following 
fall. 
But in March, 1933, through the cooperation of 
faculty members and alumni who volunteered assist¬ 
ance, it was rejuvenated and Quad Club announced 
the presentation of a review featuring music and 
dancing. This was the start of two new precedents 
for Quadrangle—instead of a full-length musical 
comedy, two skits were given—a short version of 
“French Class” and “The Rose of Arizona,” and the 
show was produced on campus in January Court 
Room. “One Small Cheer” as it was called, was such 
a success that the entire company was signed up for 
a week’s engagement at the Fox Theatre. 
The following year, 1934, Quad Club continued the 
custom of presenting a review comprising two skits. 
“Shoot the Works,” a satire on Hollywood, by Win¬ 
field Homer, Walfred Noren, and Stokeley Wescott 
was featured and “Washington and the Spy” filled 
the bill. The show was again given in January Court 
Room. 
(Continued on Page 20) 
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The Cast 




MR. PITTS.....DICK YORE 
DR. LANE.......JOHN BUETTNER 






ROLAND MENOWN and MARIFRANCES ROSENSTEIN 
STELLA MAE SOMARINDYCK 
JEANETTE WEINER 
PRODUCTION STAFF — President, Roland Menown; Vice-President, 
Connie Wiedmann; Second Vice-President, Jane Stern; Secretary, 
Juliabelle Forgey; Business Manager, Steve Hopkins; Assistant Busi¬ 
ness Manager, Alfred Fleischer; Publicity Director, Bill Bohn; Scenery, 
Bob Pegram; Stage Manager, Bill Record; Lights, Bud Pegram and 
W. H. Sullivan; Properties, Bob Todd. 
DANCING CHORUS—Girls: Betty Bohannon, Ethel Jane Ellis, Martha 
Galloway, Adele Helmkampf, Elberta Herget, Marion Hyman, Louise 
Krause, Gene Penney, June Pentland, Virginia Peters, Jean Simpson, 
Patricia Smith, Jacqueline Wood. 
Men: Guy Bramon, Carroll Bodenheimer, Ed Carson, Bill Huncker, 
George Reichardt, Loren Sage, Ed Short. 
SINGING CHORUS—Girls: Esther Baker, Jane ConZelman, Rosemary 
Datz, Bee Ferring, Grace Gale, Kathryn Galle, Carol Mansfield, Gene¬ 
vieve Schroeder, Mary Stevens, Charlotte Widen, Nancy Williams, 
Men: William Brooking, Tom Draper, John Ferring, Boyd Fletcher, 
Alex. Grosberg, Joe Limb, Jack Losse, Paul Proctor, Robert Schee, 
Gustave Snyder, Richard Young. 
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Dances Arranged and Di: by F 
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Orchestra Directed 'ALT1 
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(a) Love Makes Me Feel This \j... 
(b) Okey Dokey, 
Grade and Girls! ig Che 
Where There’s a Will There’s 
Auntie, Dr. Lan| Pitts, 
Love Makes Me Feel This Way! ;e). 
College Medley.. Sinjj.horus 
Examination Blues..1.B 
We’ll Step Out and How! I 





Greenback Scene . 
1. Bowery Waltz (reprise). 
2. 




Promenade of Models. 
Pardon Me. 
If She Wills Her Will to Me, 
Horace and Sh|:anette 
Okey Dokey (reprise). 
Come and Get It. 
Finale . 




AD GET IT 
and 4 
Coni) in Two Acts 
?IELI ssisted by ALFRED FLEISCHER 
lusic aqrics by 





by FLORENCE BOE 
lg Ch directed by 
GS ai LIABELLE FORGEY 
reeled ALTER WOOD 
M B E R S 
..—Dandng Chorus 
This ^.Ronnie and Male Chorus 
Girls] ig Chorus, Men’s Dancing Chorus 
lere’s a 
)r. Lanj Pitts, Ronnie and Singing Chorus 
s Way! ie)..Stella Mae Somarindyck 
—Sinthorus and Girls’ Dancing Chorus 
.Ronnie and Singing Chorus 
r! 
rdon, I tin and Menown Dancing Chorus 
....Ensemble 




.I11! Gordon, and Singing Chorus 
3 Me, 
and Sh eanette Weiner, Dancing Chorus 
...Rosenstein and Menown 
tna, Gordon, Shirley, and Horace 
.Entire Company 
The Play 
The entire action takes place in the library of Prudence Purdy’s country 







A Few Hours Later 
~v. 
The Story 
Auntie decides to distribute the bulk of her vast estate to her various 
nephews while she is still alive. She writes them of her decision and invites 
them all to her estate at New Rochelle, N. Y., for the week-end to hear 
the reading of the will. 
Complications set in when Horace, Auntie’s favorite nephew, gets in 
a jam and is thrown in jail. No distribution will be made until everyone 
is present. Gordon gets the bright idea to have Ronnie, an aspiring young 
actor, whom Auntie has disinherited because of his affiliations with the 
theatre, impersonate Horace and thus hurry up the bequests. 
14 
WASHINGTON UNIVERSITY ELIOT April, 1936 
A PAGE OF PRINCIPALS 
THE BIG SMILE 
Walter Lorch (top), Helen Lipp 
(left), Daryl Fox, and • 
Jack Weaver 
DANCE TEAM 
Marifrances Rosenstein and 
Roland Menown 
HAY FOOT, STRAW FOOT 
Left to right, John Buettner, 
Connie Wiedmann, and 
Metcalf Bristow 
COMEDY 
Jean Browning and Set Spencer 
All Photos by Sid Whiting Studios. 
are usm ally there 
they’re mild and yet 
© 1936, Liggett & Myers Tobacco Co. 
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CAMPUS LIBERTY LEAGUE SPEAKS 
Last Issue’s A. S. U. Crowd Would Label Them Reactionaries. Their 
Term is “Constructives,” and Here Is Their Side of the Story, 
by ADOLPH K. SCHWARTZ 
“HAT we cannot comprehend" 
I we criticise” is a well known 
axiom which might be ap¬ 
plied to those misinformed 
students who insist that a 
member of the American 
Liberty League is ipso facto 
a “plutocrat,” a “robber 
.baron,” a “malefactor of 
great wealth”, and nothing more. 
In a recent issue of the “newspaper” which makes 
its appearance on this campus twice a week, and which 
has become well known to readers of Eliot, a letter 
appeared recently. It was written by a member of 
their staff, but signed “Reasoner.” The essence of 
the dissertation based supposedly on logic, was that 
the initials of the League are A.L.L. which means, 
naturally enough, says the author, that the League is 
“all for greed, all for the rich,, and none for the poor.” 
This gamut of criticisms and misconceptions has 
been nation-wide in its extent, and it is to correct 
these false impressions that I have undertaken the 
presentation of a true and accurate picture of what 
the Liberty League chapter on this campus actually 
is, what its principles are, why a chapter was or¬ 
ganized on this campus, and who are some of its more 
prominent campus members. 
In the first place, it is necessary to keep in mind 
the fact that the campus chapter of the League, un¬ 
like the local units of other national organizations, is 
autonomous in nature, with all of its activities entirely 
in the hands of its own members. It is not just the 
local mouthpiece of a national group in Washington 
or New York used locally to spread sloughing propa¬ 
ganda of the parent body. All of the policies of the 
local chapter, including constitution, system of govern¬ 
ment, etc., are determined by the members of the ' 
chapter only. In this light, therefore, the chapter is 
enabled to view campus affairs and national affairs of 
interest to college students, from an unbiased view¬ 
point. 
Although the League believes in progress, it also 
advocates orderly progress as the only safe method 
by which to go forward. It has been frequently re¬ 
ferred to as a representative of the conservative 
thought of the campus. There is no objection to the 
word “conservative,” but the League maintains that 
a better definition of the aims and purposes of our 
chapter is the assertion that it represents the con¬ 
structive thought of the campus. 
There is value and necessity in recognition of social 
reforms. One must draw a definite line of distinction 
between objectives of a social nature and the theory 
of a socialized government. Socialism does not repre¬ 
sent progress. Communism is the antithesis of pro¬ 
gress. Regimentation is the outcome of tyranny and 
the handmaiden of autocracy. Only by preserving 
the present democratic system of government, and by 
preserving the Constitutional guarantees of life, 
liberty, and the pursuit of happiness, will the citizens 
of tomorrow be able to continue to enjoy the opportuni¬ 
ties which are their proper heritage. This is the A.L.L. 
stand on national affairs. 
But let us come back to the campus. It has been fre¬ 
quently asserted in the editorial columns of Student 
Life that a majority of the students on the campus 
are inert and don’t give a whoop about issues either 
on or off the campus. These are obviously observa¬ 
tions not based on facts. Students here are interested 
in constructive thought as evidenced by the tremendous 
response to the political survey questionnaire circu¬ 
lated by Student Life. 
To the question “Do you approve the acts and poli¬ 
cies of the Roosevelt New Deal,” many students re 
plied that this was too broad a question to be answered 
by a simple yes or 110, but 70 per cent did agree that 
on the whole the present administration is going a 
bit further than its constituents have authorized. 
Again, on the question “Do you think stricter neu¬ 
trality laws will keep the United States out of war,” 
a majority answered no. This implies that a policy 
of cooperation with other nations is the only way to 
secure a permanent peace. 
The greatest majority of all went on record as 
being opposed to “Restricting the power of the Su¬ 
preme Court to prevent it from declaring acts of 
Congress unconstitutional.” 
These stands, taken by a majority of the students 
on this campus, line up to the letter with the stand 
taken on national affairs by the campus chapter of the 
League. The A.L.L. has agreed that for the most part, 
the programs of the administration have not been 
quite up to standard, and that to attempt to preserve 
peace by arming to the teeth and shutting ourselves off 
from the rest of the world, is only the work of 
demagogues. 
However, the League is most emphatic in de¬ 
nouncing those persons who have not fared so well at 
the hands of the Supreme Court and have chanted a 
hymn of hate against that body. Their demand for a 
curtailment of power is not new and does not come 
from a large body of people. 
Similarly it is foolish to contend that the country 
(Continued on Page 21) 
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THE COACH 
introducing a new character 
by BILL VAUGHAN 
“Yeah, I remember you, Senator. The “Well, Professor Terwilliger, I see you’ve 
dumbest quarterback we ever had.” changed your mind about flunking Miss Blatz,’’ 
“-and if you’d been playing your position 
right, you should have broken your left leg.” 
“I admit it may not be strictly ethical, but it’s 
the only way we’ll ever beat West Point.” 
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INITIATION 
By FRANCIS R. O’BRIEN 
ILLUSTRATED BY GUY BRAMON 
HE look the big brawny director gave me made aviation, 
me feel very small and futile, even smaller than The pilot got in, and strapped himself to the seat. 
I really am. 
“So you want to 
become an aviator, 
do you ?” he asked. 
“Yes sir,” I an¬ 
swered. 
“G i b b o n s !” he 
called. 
“Yes sir.” 
“This young man 
thinks he wants to 
become an aviator. 
Take him up and con¬ 
vince him he doesn’t.” 
“Yes sir,” said Gib¬ 
bons. 
Gibbons was big¬ 
ger than the director. 
Puny men, perhaps, 
don’t belong in aviation. 
“Say, son,” said the director—I wondered what 
kind of a son he meant judging from the way he was 
looking at me—“Better leave your glasses and watch 
here on the desk. Sometimes things like that get lost, 
or broken. Empty your pockets, too. Leave all your 
stuff here. It will be safe. Nobody will touch it.” 
I emptied my pockets on the desk. 
“I’ll take your name and address, your telephone 
number, and the name of the person you want noti¬ 
fied in case anything happens. 
I gave him the required information. 
“Come along, and we’ll see how you take to the 
air,” said Gibbons, handing me a parachute. “Here, 
slip this on.” 
“Will this thing be necessary!” 
“Never jump without one.” 
“Jump? I’m not going to jump, am I?” 
“Sure. You know you can’t become a student flyer 
until you’ve jumped. Just slip your arms through this, 
and buckle it tight. No! No! The pack goes on the 
back; the cord and buckle in front. 
“We’ll take this cabin plane. It’s easier to jump 
from a closed plane than an open one. Never jumped 
before, have you?” 
“No,” I said feeling sure that he was not in earnest. 
“It’s not hard. Just think of something else as you 
get ready to jump. Jump clear of the plane, count ten, 
and pull that ring in the cord. Be sure you don’t 
pull it too soon. Get in the back seat. Now don’t 
jump till I tell you.” 
I got in firmly convinced that all that talk about 





And I was supposed to jump. 
There was no strap for the back seat; just two 
little handles. 
The airplane taxied 
around the field. I 
always enjoy the 
take-off. The tail goes 
up first, putting the 
seat at a very uncom¬ 
fortable angle; then 
the whole ship rises, 
and by a miracle of 
piloting misses the 
trees and wires. We 
circled over the field 
to gain altitude, and 
then flew off to the 
northeast. 
“Blurrr!” screamed 
Gibbons above the 
G.B. 
roar of the motor. 
“What?” 
“Hold on!” I finally understood. 
I held on. Over we went. Looped twice. If a man 
wants to break the laws of God and man that’s his 
own affair. If he defies the laws of gravity when I 
am concerned I interfere. 
“Can it,” I cried. 
“Blurrr!” 
“Can it!” 
I believe the response was, “Nuts!” 
More tricks. We wabbled violently from side to 
side for a long time. My stomach will stand a lot 
of abuse, but that was too much. Unfortunately there 
were no provisions for such emergencies save the 
door. 
“Blurrr!” said the pilot enjoying my distress. 
“What?” 
“Jump!” 
Evidently all that paraphernalia on my back was 
not just for effect. The pilot really wanted me to 
jump. I laughed, and sat down again. 
“Jump!” he shouted. 
“Is there anything wrong?” I asked. He apparently 
had no idea of jumping. 
“No. Jump!” 
I rose and stood at the door. Could that little mite 
moving around down there be a man? Was that 
checkerboard so many farms? And I was supposed 
to jump. 
I closed my eyes and stuck out my left foot; the 
right one wouldn’t move. I couldn’t decide whether 
(Continued on Page 20) 
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PEACE BY PREPAREDNESS 
by STACY 
Paging Mr. Brisbane - - One of the 
J3EACE by preparedness? To be sure. Not to 
mention fur from fish, caviar from White Castle, 
and boots from shoe-trees. The father of this fair 
country once made the remark that a nation’s peace 
can be preserved only by the maintenance of a large 
army and navy. He must have been drunk. And 
so must be Brisbane, that fuzzy columnist whose 
motto is “My country, Hearst, last, and always.” The 
noble Brisbane hath told us that no nation is going 
to attack a well armed country if nation No. 1 is in 
its right mind. Passing for the moment the obvious 
comeback that no nation is ever in its right mind as 
concerns armaments, we turn to Arthur’s analogy of 
Joe Louis. “Joe Louis,” he says, “is skilled in the 
art of boxing, or, in other words, has a good, adequate 
defense. No one is going to be so foolish as to start 
an argument with him. Therefore he can keep out 
of trouble.” This is a very striking and impressive 
point until we pause to consider that the Hon. Louis 
has participated in some fifteen or sixteen minor wars 
during the past year and is eagerly looking forward 
to more. I, on the other hand, who have no defense 
other than a charming personality, haven’t been in a 
good scrap for at least seven years. 
“Experience,” sputters Mr. Brisbane, “shows that 
preparedness preserves peace.” Now this is sheer 
drivel. Experience shows nothing of the sort. Most 
of the world was armed from the dandruff to the 
corns in 1914, and just look! About the only country 
to come thru the business with something left besides 
debts was Switzerland, a nation that has a regular 
army exactly three days in every year, including Leap 
Year. Even present European history is writing an 
answer to the stupid preparedness pleas of Brisbane 
and other senile dotards. Germany, France, Russia, 
Japan, Italy, and England are all “prepared” to de¬ 
fend their rights. Surely no nation could be so foolish 
as to quarrel with any of these countries. Strange, 
then, that France and Germany are even now rolling 
up their respective sleeves. Strange, too, that England 
and Italy await nothing but the passing of an idle 
wind to blow the chips from their shoulders. One 
also wonders how long before Russia and Japan 
decide to ignore the width of Siberia and tear at each 
other’s throats. Twelve months more will see the 
beginning of another general European war. Where, 
then, is the “security” that comes with large arma¬ 
ments? What more perfect example of the applica¬ 
tion of the preparedness theory in actual practice 
could be desired? 
Any nation that has large armies and navies is 
certain to use them. Witness Mussolini, who in one 
minute makes the statement that Italy has nothing but 
the peace of the world at heart, and in the next asks 
WEARS 
Finer of the Freshman Themes. 
his Chief of Staff what the hell is holding up those 
troops in Southern Ethiopia. Or cast a loving glance 
at Herr Hitler, who sends thousands of soldiers to 
the French border, saying the while that the sole 
reason that Germany has an army is to preserve 
world peace. Teach a small boy how to fight; then 
tell him to stand on his rights. So interested will he 
be in standing on his own rights that he’ll go around 
stepping on everyone else’s. 
The United States spends fifteen million dollars 
each and every day keeping the army and navy “ready” 
for war, and appropriations are still increasing. A 
quick twist of the slide rule shows that I personally 
am contributing twelve cents daily to preparedness. 
Twelve cents would purchase two ice cream cones, 
and two ice cream cones, regardless of viewpoint, 
are admittedly much more soul-satisfying than the 
knowledge that there are a million puppets floating 
about the country ready to make the world safe for 
democracy and Luedendorff. Fifteen million dollars 
going down the sewer every day is a lot of money, 
even in a Democratic administration. Few things 
are less useful and productive than a soldier, except¬ 
ing, of course, PWA workers. 
According to Brisbane, the U. S. is about to be 
attacked by Japan, Russia, Italy, Germany, England, 
and Norman Thomas. He “views with alarm” the 
lack of air defenses at San Francisco, New York, 
Saskatchewan, Potosi, Hannibal, and all points west, 
but rejoices that instructors in ROTC units all over 
‘We thought a Shetland pony would never do in an 
apartment—so we got Junior this.’’ 
—Bored Walk. 
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the country are pointing out these "deficiencies” to 
their students. Now an ROTC tin soldier will believe 
anything; otherwise he wouldn’t be in the ROTC. 
He will take seriously what his instructor says about 
air fortifications, and some day, as part of the great 
American Electorate, will vote to double military ap¬ 
propriations. This will take from the pocket of every 
free man twelve cents more, which, added to the 
original twelve, will make twenty-four (Jim Farley 
could use me), or five whole ice cream cones. As I 
am a man who appreciates the value of an ice cream 
cone as a bracer, this will make me very angry. 
I am angry now. 
FIRST SEAT ON THE AISLE 
(Continued from Page 10) 
But "Ship A-Hooey,” the 1935 Quad Club pro¬ 
duction, broke the precedents set by the show of 1933. 
This two act musical coined)' written by Porter Henry 
was the first since "Shoot the Works” to have its 
opening performances off campus. It was attended by 
1500 the first night, a number impossible with Janu¬ 
ary Court Room seating capacity. According to the 
Globe-Democrat it had “many qualities of a big time 
event embellished with catchy tunes, collegiate dia¬ 
logue and snappy well-trained chorus dancers.” 
Ever since the show-down with the Board of Stu¬ 
dent Finances in 1932, Quad Club’s main difficulty has 
been its budget. Those elaborate productions of pre¬ 
depression days left the organization with about four 
figures in the red. During the past three years, the 
big job has been to meet the budget. “Shoot the 
Works” and “Ship A-Hooey” have both shown not 
only compliance with the budget but a little over one 
hundred dollars profit. 
INITIATION 
(Continued, from Page 18) 
one lets go with the hands or feet first. I pulled back 
my left foot. 
“Jump!” cried the pilot. 
“I can’t!” 
I tried to think of something else as I had been 
told. I used to be interested in economics. Economics 
would be pretty useless if that parachute didn’t 
work. 
I gave up and sat down again. 
“Blurrr blurrr blurrr.” Gibbons mouthed at me, 
and started back toward the landing field. 
I moved up closer to him. 
“Few men have the courage to jump except in 
emergencies,” he repeated. "Won’t the director laugh 
at you ?” 
I, docile and unaggressive all my life, had muffed 
my one chance to be courageous. 
"Go on back! I’m going to jump!” 
“■?” 
“Back where we were! I’m going to jump!” 
We went back again. 
“Now jump!” 
I opened the door and jumped. 
Falling. Falling fast. Terribly fast. Crazily. From 
side to side. Heels over head. 
“One - Two - The ring! Three. Where’s the ring? 
Where is that ring? Ah!! The ring!” 
Zip!! Rip!! 
“My God! Has it ripped off?” 
“Whew! My shoulders! What a jolt! Well, it’s 
open, and I’m safe.” 
Amazing sensation, falling slowly, soaring through 
space. I feel like an angel bringing a message from 
God to man. I should feel more like an angel if I 
were in flowing robes, with a harp, or flowers at 
least. It would be nice to strew flowers to the right 
and to the left as I float down to earth. Something 
really should flutter in the breeze. 
Ah, the earth is coming up to meet me. A little 
too fast for comfort. There’s going to be another jolt. 
“Oh!” ...,y... 
The jolt almost drove my legs up..iuto my body. 
I lay down on the good earth to, sleep, to sleep the 
sleep of complete exhaustion, unable to rise and walk 
bravely to him, although I knew that the big director 
was coming to get me. 
SONNET 
L’Esprit Accorde’ 
One mind attuned with every form divine, 
The other speaking yet. Let me not say 
That every grape 1 know must end as wine 
Or yet the courage of your wisdom stay. 
Thou knowst full well the zvords my heart speaks out 
Are tempered with the sloth and with the toad. 
Shall I then swoon, if thy love wind about 
Darkly the words thy lily bosom shozvedf 
Shall I assume the vesture of the swanf 
Shall I, like them, cut low the flower’s stalk? 
I’ll not forget, O bitter, cold, and wan, 
That ne’er had man, or ever woman, hazvk. 
Thou never wast, and never shaft be, known_ 
All love is truth, and truth the fair fullgrown. 
Gordon Sager 
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LEAGUE SPEAKS 
(Continued from Page 16) 
is under the rule of the “nine 
bearded gentlemen.” Any freshman 
taking a course in elementary polit¬ 
ical science understands that the 
people created the court as the in¬ 
terpreter of the supreme law and 
made acts of Congress subject to its 
approval. 
The people can change their own 
supreme law, and have done so 
many times. If the court is out of 
date, why abuse it by suggesting 
curtailment of its powers? Why 
not propose instead, amendments to 
accomplish the ends desired? 
A further proof that students 
here are interested in what’s going 
on about them is the large turnout 
which greeted the recent assembly 
sponsored by Student Council. That 
should demonstrate that students 
are not inert as claimed, and that 
they are interested in constructive 
thought. It was the realization of 
this fact which prompted several 
students to organize the campus 
chapter of the Liberty League. Our 
aim was to establish some organiza¬ 
tion which would enable those stu¬ 
dents interested in constructive 
thought to associate themselves for 
the purpose of discussing these in¬ 
terests, and of securing the mutual 
benefit accruing from them. The 
chapter has served the additional 
function of bringing speakers to 
the campus to discuss these issues 
in open forums, with the members 
and other students. 
PRISONER 
Sing a song of the fertile plain, 
Elm, sighing on the city street, 
Sing a song of when the grass 
Was woven warm about your feet. 
Sing for one who feels as you, ■ 
Elm, sighing on the city street, 
Nature at his finger-tips 
But slabs of concrete at his feet. 
—William J. Smith 
1 "Tow say Edge- 
worth Junior gives 
you more smoke for 
your money?.. How’s 
that?” 
GOOD ALL THE WAY DOWN TO THE HEEL 
MAKE your tobacco money buy all 
the smoke you pay for. Smoke 
EDGEWORTH JUNIOR, the new, mild, 
free-burning pipe and cigarette to¬ 
bacco. Larus & Bro. Co., Richmond, 
Va. Tobacconists since 1877. 
CORN COB PIPE CLUB OF VIRGINIA . . . Crossroads 
fun, music. Wednesday evenings at 9:00 (E. S.T.) over 
NBC Blue Network, direct from Richmond, Ya. (Pacific 
Coast stations—KFI, KPO, KOMO, KGW, K.HQ.) 
“CELLOPHANE” WRAPPED 
2 "Smoke it all the 
way down. Then 
you’ll get the econo¬ 
my angle.” 
3 "Say!... I get it! 
... So mild you can 
smoke it ALL THE 
WAY DOWN TO THE 
HEEL!” 
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THE TOWERS AND THE TOWN 
(Continued from Page 6) 
Kampus King 
Eliot worried pretty much about this business of 
providing the campus with a king last year, and is 
rather happy that the whole sordid affair will soil the 
hands of others this season. The others are the three 
jolly gentlemen, Allan, Mueller and Varney, who are 
promoting the Leap Year Dance of April 9. They’ve 
informed us that nominations will be made by the 
fraternities, voting to be done on April 3, by females 
only. The result will be announced, of course, at the 
dance. If properly approached, Eliot may run pic¬ 
tures of the victims, in regal attire. 
WEDDING BELLS 
(Continued from Page 9) 
or went to private school she’d have to stop all that. 
Bob told her so himself. Besides he hated sissie girls 
like Janie who were afraid of worms and screamed 
if they saw a spider. He liked Kath because she 
could shinny up even the old sycamore tree in the 
pasture and she was a pretty good pitcher. When 
Jim went away they’d let her play in the Saturday 
game twice. Oh, growing up was all right and that 
black velvet evening coat certainly was pretty, but 
still and all—boys had the best time of it and she 
intended to stick around with them as long as she 
could. 
She began to sing lustily as she dressed with the 
facile faculty of the very young to fly from peak to 
pit to peak without coherence, or confusion. 
"We’re going now, dear. The car is here.” Kathy 
hearing her Mother, grabbed up the gold pocketbook 
and the long white gloves which she was glad were 
mates, whole and clean, and not like poor Jo Marsh’s 
in “Little Women.” 
So finally they got off in Mr. Archibald’s car. He 
was an usher and he had sent his car for them. Kathy, 
sitting uncomfortably on the edge of the seat, unable 
to relax, had an attack of nerves. Her heart began to 
beat wildly. The pulse in her wrists was almost as 
crazy as the one in her throat. She felt as if she 
wouldn’t take a deep breath to save her life and this 
was the only thing she wanted to do in all the world. 
She began to hate the wedding again. Hate it, Hate it, 
Hate it! She wanted to run away as fast as she could. 
She couldn’t go through with it. All Kathy knew was 
that it was all muddled and unnatural. The red-headed 
girl didn’t even go to their church. She was an Episco¬ 
palian. Even the church was not a familiar one. 
Nothing was right. That red haired girl couldn’t 
marry her uncle Pug—it was ridiculous and yet as 
the conviction grew, so did the wheels of the car turn 
faster and faster bringing them nearer and nearer to 
the actuality of Uncle Pug’s wedding. 
At last they had arrived. A doorman helped them 
out and ushered them neatly up the linen-covered 
drive. The canopy was crisp white with deep blue 
scalloped edges. A large crowd of stragglers peered 
under it curiously; whispering, pointing, conjecturing. 
Other guests, the men in top hats, the women in 
beautiful capes, coats and wraps of every imaginable 
sort, with net scarfs over their pompadors and puffs, 
hurried inside to get a good seat. 
Kathy was in a fog. Had mother told her to take 
the gentleman’s arm going down the aisle? If so, 
which arm? And what about talking—were you sup¬ 
posed to talk to your escort as he took you to a seat ? 
After all this was a church and you didn’t talk in 
church. What if no one came up to take her down 
and she had to trail mother alone? It was more hide¬ 
ous than she had dreamed it could be! 
“Good evening, Miss Kathy.” She looked up in 
confusion to meet the pleasant smile of Mr. Archi¬ 
bald. He offered her his arm very plainly. He 
crooked his hand in hers as if to reassure her. And 
he talked a blue streak all down the aisle. Kathy 
sighed deeply. This was a real relief. If only the boys 
in dancing school were nice and easy like this! But, 
shute, Mr. Archibald was an old man—he must be 
forty, surely. Pie was a football star at college with 
Uncle Pug, but gosh, that was in the class of ’96— 
years and years ago. 
She looked around curiously. The church was cool 
and green and friendly. A long aisle of tall white 
candles led down to an altar of gold, which they 
jeweled beautifully. They were the only decoration, 
except for a few palms and laurel banking the steps 
up to the altar. Kathy thought it was very simple 
and very pretty. A lot more like some of the cathe¬ 
drals she and Jim had seen last summer in France 
than their own church was. She rather wished they 
had plain windows of the same deep blues and rich 
reds instead of those enormous Bible story pictures 
that jumped out and hit you. 
“I think this will be a good place, Miss Kathy?” 
Mr. Archibald had given her the aisle seat in the 
second row, next to Aunt Amy and her mother. It 
was the very best seat in the whole church. 
Kathy beamed nervously. “Oh, thank you so much. 
This is simply elegant, Mr. Archibald. I can see every¬ 
thing here.” If only Janie or Peeps could see her now. 
Even Bob would be impressed. 
Her mother at her right smiled cheerfully. Jim 
had brought her in. Jim in his first tuxedo, looking 
very handsome and very grown-up. She hoped he’d 
bring home the gardenia in his buttonhole. She’d 
never seen one close-to. It would be nice to press it 
in the family Bible. The organist was playing ‘Liebe- 
straum softly. And the church was crowded now. 
Kathy, looking around, saw many familiar faces. 
Suddenly an awesome hush fell upon the congrega- 
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tion. It was instinctive and universal. Then the 
organ began to boom ceremoniously. Ta dum dedum— 
Ta DUM de DUM—Ta dumdeedeedeedee Ta DUM 
de dum. Kathy’s heart tripled its beat. She reached out 
for her Mother’s hand and held it tightly. Her Mother 
also seemed to need the consolation of this grasp for 
she held it very firmly. 
“Here they come, dear—turn around and you can 
see Dina. Doesn’t she look sweet?” 
Kathy twisted her neck until it hurt. Dina was the 
red-headed girl’s niece. She was barely five and she 
was flowergirl and only attendant. Her long blonde 
corkscrew curls looked very pretty; so did her white 
lace dress over the pink silk slip. She carried a basket 
of flower petals very surely, scattering the path meti¬ 
culously with rose leaves. Her calm surprised Kathy. 
This was Kathy’s first wedding and ever since she 
entered the church her sense of the dramatic had been 
aroused. Maybe someday, if she weren’t already too 
old, she too could be a flower girl, or perhaps a 
bridesmaid or—wonderful, mysterious and unbelievable 
idea—maybe someday someone’s bride, herself! The 
thought took her by complete surprise. Imagine being 
a bride. She would never survive the excitement of it 
all. Her mind raced over the details of a wedding as 
she had recently learned them from second hand 
sources. First of all you were kissed by a man. 
You received a ring—it had to be a diamond and it 
was usually a big one. Most people had them set high 
in gold. A few were getting that new metal—platinum 
—but Kathy didn’t like that near as much as gold. It 
didn’t show the diamond half as well. Then you bought 
a trousseau—that meant loads of lacey underwear— 
mountains of silk, yards of ribbon, bolts of tulle, and 
tons of marabou—on your bed jacket, your negligee, 
your night slippers. You got new luggage, too, marked 
with a new name. And bath linen with new mono¬ 
grams in two colors and bed linen with lace inserts 
“That’s funny; Willie was here a minute ago.” 
—Bored Walk. 
and fine hemstitching. Even the table linen was 
marked. The redheaded girl had got all of her stuff 
hand made from a convent in France and it was 
beautiful—the very finest quality, mother had said, 
and marvelous handwork. Kathy knew she could never 
use such very expensive things. She’d be afraid to. 
The parties were another exciting item—showers 
of linen, underwear, hankies, bridge and miscel¬ 
laneous gifts—kept you absolutely worn out for a 
month before the wedding. After the wedding itself, 
with wedding cake and everything, you had to throw 
away your bouquet—the person who caught it was 
the one who got married next; and then you changed 
into city clothes and went away on a honeymoon. 
Unless you were awfully quick you were bound to be 
caught in a mess of confetti, old shoes and rice. Uncle 
Pug planned to slip out the fire escape. He and his 
bride were going to Cuba—he had told Kathy so him¬ 
self. She had been sworn to secrecy but so far it 
hadn’t been any fun knowing. No one was interested 
but Janie and Janie knew anyway. When you came 
home you had a new house and a baby and lots of 
housework. Kathy had heard Margaret tell Annie all 
about her sister Bertha who had married Uncle 
Charlie’s coachman last summer. It didn’t sound 
nearly as much fun as this— 
Suddenly mother poked her—“Look, Kathy; isn’t 
she lovely?” Kathy started in surprise. She had lost 
herself again in mental meanderings. She usually did. 
The red headed girl was passing their pew now. Her 
father soon handed her over to Uncle Pug. Dina had 
put down her basket and was adjusting the bride’s 
train very carefully. Then she took the bride’s bou¬ 
quet. She was as methodical and as cute as she could 
be—not a bit rattled. Kathy marvelled at her. She 
marvelled at Uncle Pug, too. He looked as nervous 
and as young as Jim, only Jim didn’t look nervous. 
Jim looked very much amused. 
“Dearly Beloved, we are gathered here-” The 
minister was speaking. Kathy strained her ears to 
hear every possible word. Kathy for the first time 
was impressed by the significance and dignity of the 
occasion. She forgot that her new gloves were tight; 
she even forgot her old flat heeled dancing slippers and 
her chiffy evening coat. Looking at Uncle Pug, she 
saw for the first time how happy he was, how proud 
and how deeply moved. Even Jim looked solemn 
now. It was, she felt, unexpectedly but very surely 
all right. Nothing so impressive and so beautiful 
could be anything but all right. Uncle Pug just had 
to marry the red-headed girl. He couldn’t do anything 
else. Kathy saw that clearly now. There were some 
things you didn’t like, such as moving out of The 
Gingo’s or sharing her pet Uncle with a red-headed 
stranger, but on the other hand, there were some things 
you had to face and know as necessary and normal 
and right. This was one of them. 
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“I herewith pronounce you man and wife—” The 
minister was drawing to a close. Kathy was afraid she 
was going to cry. That would be awful. She bit her 
lip hard. It would never do to cry now. 
“Te dum de da dum deda dummdum 
To do deda da dum de dum.” 
The organist burst into the glorious recessional in 
the very nick of time. Kathy pulled herself together 
sharply. The bride and groom, followed by the six 
ushers and the flower girl, came down the aisle 
beaming broadly. The red-headed girl smiled a 
special smile at Kathy. Kathy grinned back. Uncle 
Charlie appeared miraculously offering mother his 
arm. Kathy followed behind them meekly. Now they 
were going to the bride’s home for the reception and 
once more Kathy was overwhelmed with a great 
loneliness and fear. Whatever would she do there? 
But once there, she was instantly too busy to 
worry. She had, first of all, to inspect the wedding 
presents. They filled one huge room and were perfectly 
gorgeous. Katherine thought she had never seen such 
lovely china, so much silver and glassware. Tables, 
lamps, clocks, pictures of all sorts filled every nook 
and cranny. It was just like a store. 
The huge apartment was crowded with guests of 
every age and size. Katherine saw a lot of people she 
knew; people like Mrs. MacMonies, who taught her 
Sunday School; and Ed. Schaalmaker, who had 
played tennis a lot with Jim last summer. Bob’s father 
and mother were there; they made a special point of 
speaking to her at length. Even old Mr. Willis, who 
was known to be over seventy and very crabby, talked 
to her and asked her when she was going to be married. 
It was a lot of fun, really. 
They served salad and coffee, sandwiches, ice 
cream and wedding cake. Katherine, at her mother’s 
suggestion, took three boxes with lovely gold initials 
on them—one for Peeps, one for herself and one for 
Margaret to dream on. You had to put ten names on 
ten slips—sleep with the wedding cake under your 
pillow for ten nights, taking one slip out of the box 
every morning without looking at it until there was 
only one slip left. That was the name of the man 
you were bound to marry. 
Kathy was going to put Bob’s name in first, then 
Frank and Eddy and Bill—but she didn’t know ten 
men—perhaps she could put in blank slips for the 
other six, marked “Blonde Unknown,” “Brunette 
Mystery,” or something like that. Peeps told her once 
she had done that at her sister’s wedding and she was 
going to marry a brunette ventriloquist about thirty 
years old. It was all very exciting. 
Suddenly, there was great confusion in the hall— 
Katherine rushed out to see Uncle Pug lifting the 
bride to his shoulder very lightly. Everyone was laugh¬ 
ing and talking merrily. 
“What’s he doing?” Katherine asked her mother, 
who had come to join her. 
“She’s going to throw her wedding bouquet now-— 
and the one who catches it—” 
“I know. I know.” Kathy interrupted her gayly. 
“She’ll be the next bride.” 
They looked up to see the young unmarried friends 
of the bride crowding around eagerly. Everyone was 
laughing at the same time. Suddenly Kathy caught 
the bride’s eye. She smiled a warm and lovely smile. 
It broke all barriers between them nicely. Kathy felt 
melty and friendly inside. She looked again to see 
the bride wink at her very solemnly as if in secret 
signal. Then before anyone could say Jack Robinson, 
the bride threw her beautiful bouquet of white 
orchids and valley lilies high above the circle of bare 
and eagerly clutching arms square into Kathy’s sur¬ 
prised and widely grinning face. 
UNTIL ONE DAY 
Life was a slumber chamber, 
Where forever lodged the night,— 
Until one day you drew the blinds, 
And flooded it with light. 
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APRIL 3rd and 4th 
AT 8:30 P. M. 










/ Luckies are less acid ! \ 
Recent chemical tests show* that other 
popular brands have an excess of 
acidity over Lucky Strike of from 
53% to 100% A 
The Awwta 
* RESULTS VERIFIED BY INDEPENDENT CHEMICAL LABORATORIES AND RESEARCH GROUPS 
